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other room in Glastonbury. His mother had decided to let him
sleep in the tower room "till a guest asked for it." :N7o\\% as it was
unlikely that a guest would even know of the existence of the
tower room, Elphin was pretty safe.
He thrust his right arm out of the great window and stroked
the stucco wall with his fingers. Something about a stucco wall
always fascinated Elphin, and now with this wind wailing in his
ears, whistling through the larch tree, moaning across the plank
bridges of this Brue ditch, the touch of this material helped him
to think. But he was in a blasphemous and a wicked mood that
night, for his idol Sam had broken his promise to take him out
there, beyond Charlton Mackrell, to the weir at Gary Fitzpaine,
on the River Gary, where several tench had been caught this
autumn, that queer fish gifted with the gift of healing! Sam had
given him no better excuse for the breaking of this promise than
that Mrs. Zoyland was all alone, that afternoon, up at the hos-
pital, a state of affairs that by no means seemed to justify such
treatment of a friend. Elphin's restless excitement, therefore, in
that wet-blowing wind and his queer pleasure in rubbing his
hand against that old weather-stained tower wall were mingled
with a bitter anger against both women and religion. He associ-
ated them together, which was unfair with that particular kind
of philosophical unfairness, touched with perverted eroticism,
that many famous writers have indulged in. Women were, it is
true, now at this very moment, all over this silent city, nourish-
ing the Grail in their sleep, but the great religions of the world
were not founded by women. The soul of Elphin Cantle, never-
theless, as, on this tenth of December he leaned out upon the
night air, rushed forth to join the souls of Philip and John in
their murderous night hunt of the Grail, just as if on this night
of the west wind's wild rush through the sky, .there really had
been a sort of Wizard's Sabbath.
This joining of Philip and John in their orgy of Grail-killing
meant no more than that if anyone could have looked down that
night upon the mental arena of Glastonbury he would have
seen a powerful group of masculine consciousnesses bent upon
completing the work of the bestial King Henry, and destroying,
once and for all, all traces of this Cymric superstition.